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	1. Chapter 1

*****Warning*** This story is ridiculous. It's a comedy for the most part with a little drama thrown in for effect. I got the idea when I had the flu and I was flipping through channels trying to find something to watch. I stopped on this show called Catfish and then this idea was conceived. If you are looking for something serious then this isn't the story for you. Lol This was strictly for laughs. Either way, I hope you enjoy it. Thanks for giving it a shot! **

**Chapter One **

Daryl turned into the parking lot of the bar that he had been stopping in for the past ten years. The place was a comfort of sorts, familiar. Wiping the sweat off his brow he hopped down from the beat up Chevy. Today had been a rough one since quite a few laborers had called off sick and he was stuck doing their job on top of his own.

He was hot, warn the hell out and ready for a beer and a little peace before he had to go home to Merle, who was on his second month of the six month house arrest sentence he'd received. He was driving Daryl up the fucking wall.

He sat down at the bar, nodding at the man that was already drawing the cold draft into a mug. He was a regular and the guy behind the bar knew his routine. The beer was cold and soothing to his parched throat and he nearly groaned around the rim of the mug as he took a few long swallows.

"Better slow down if you're planning on driving home."

He sat the mug down and glanced over at the sound of the familiar voice. He grunted. "Don't give me any shit Grimes. It's been a rough ass day."

Rick sat down on the stool next to him, also addressing the bartender with nothing but a nod. "Heard everybody's comin' down with that flu. Hell, half my guys are off with it. Your boys callin' off sick too?"

Daryl nodded. "Yep."

Rick sighed. "Carl has it. Hopefully he passes it on to his mother."

Daryl chuckled, shaking his head. "Still bitter?"

Rick turned his head slowly, regarding him with a level look. "She left me for my best friend. Hell yeah I'm bitter."

Daryl snorted. "And here I thought after all these years that I was your best friend."

This at least got a laugh out of the man. Daryl felt a little bad for him honestly. Rick was a decent guy for the most part and the affair that he'd caught his wife having with the man he'd been best friends with had really taken a toll on him. Him and Daryl had met years ago when Rick had shown up at his house to serve a warrant on his brother. The two of them had gotten into a screaming match on the lawn before his partner, Shane Walsh, had rushed Daryl and cuffed him too.

Rick had actually came to Daryl defense, pulling the other cop off of him. Rick had argued that Daryl hadn't done anything illegal and then it was him and Shane in the screaming match. All in all, it was the most unprofessional moment Daryl had ever witness between a couple of cops in all his life. A few months later was when Rick learned that Shane and his wife were sleeping together.

Turned out, Rick and Daryl just so happened to frequent the same quiet bar on the outskirts of town, and had struck up a strange kind of friendship. If Merle knew Daryl spent any amount of time with a cop on a social level, he'd hit the roof, but Merle didn't know about Daryl's friendship with Rick.

Rick sighed, nursing his beer.

Daryl finished his beer and gestured for another one. "You ever thought about climbin' back on that horse and datin' or something?" He asked absently. "It's been two years, man. I don't think you and Lori are gonna be able to reconcile your differences."

Rick laughed, shaking his head. "I found this website that's kind of interesting actually.

Daryl choked on the beer he'd just taken a drink of. He looked over, wiping the beer from his chin. "What?"

Rick laughed, staring down into his mug. "It isn't a dating site exactly. It's for people our age, divorced, widowed, single. There's some pretty nice people on there. It's actually a popular site. And look who's talking! I've known you for a long time now and I've never even seen you speak to a woman."

Daryl scoffed and finished the beer off before standing up and throwing some cash onto the table. "If I wanted the headache, trust me, I sure as hell wouldn't turn to the world wide web to find a woman. You never know who the fuck you're actually talkin' to. You're probably sittin' at home flirtin' with a thirty something year old man that lives in his mom's basement."

Rick shrugged. "At this point, if he was cute, I don't think I would even mind."

Daryl laughed, slapped Rick on the back and then strolled away, shaking his head. "Fuckin' website," he muttered to himself as he pulled himself up into the truck. He wouldn't have minded staying for a while but he did feel a little bad for leaving his brother stranded for longer than he had to. Merle wasn't used to keeping in one place for too long.

~H~

Carol stared at her best friend like she was insane. "You did what?" She asked, her eyes wide.

Andrea, hands on her hips, squared her shoulders. "You need to meet new people! I go out all the time, I always try to set you up with decent successful men and you never bother!"

Carol sighed. "Andrea, you can't just expect me to-"

"Your husband has been dead for ten years and the two years that you were married to him, he was a crappy asshole that didn't appreciate you. Ten years, Carol. You haven't gotten laid in ten years."

"I don't need your help! I certainly don't need to get on a computer to find a man. If I wanted one badly enough I would go meet one. I wouldn't try to find one on the internet for Christ's sakes! You know, those men could be anyone. You could be talking to someone you think is some great guy and it's really just some thirty something man living in his mother's basement!"

Andrea sighed heavily and stood up. "At this point, if he was attractive and decent, I would talk you into going for him!"

"Show me how to delete this thing," Carol muttered, sitting down at the computer and glaring at the screen. Sure enough, there she was. She couldn't believe her friend would do this to her! At least she had posted a flattering picture. But still, she wanted this gone. She was too old for nonsense like this.

"Carol, please! You already have," Andrea leaned in and grinned, "Forty eight messages! That's fantastic!"

"No! I already told you no! Are these messages from men!"

Andrea nodded, grinning. "Yes they are. Read them!"

"Absolutely not! I don't care what they say. I bet they're all perverts!" She looked at the screen again, her eyes widening as she read her introduction. "Oh my God!" She hissed.

"I know, it's fantastic."

"Andrea!" Her eyes took in the words, her face growing hotter and her stomach churning. People would actually think she wrote this!

_Hello! Carol here. I'm a 43 year old widow of ten years ready to find a man that can handle a few wild nights a week to get me back in the swing of things. I enjoy long walks, dirty talk and a man that is willing to remind me what it's like to feel like a woman._

She was going to kill her. She was going to strangle the life right out of her!

"Just read the damn messages, Carol!" Andrea said hastily, reaching across and grabbing the mouse.

Carol stood up quickly. "No. Right now I am gonna stand here and watch you delete this right now!"

Andrea met her eyes, batting her lashes and pushing her bottom lip out a little.

"Now!" Carol pulled the chair out and pointed to the computer. "I swear to God, I could slap you right now!"

Andrea sighed heavily and sat down. "Fine. Be a lonely hermit that never has another man. I don't care."

"Good. I'm happy to hear it. Now, delete this!"

~H~

Merle heard the truck pull up outside and hastily closed the Pornhub window on the computer. He'd never imagined that there was this much fucked up shit on the internet but he was happy to find it. He stood up, grumbling because of the horrible fucking itch that never seemed to go away under the ankle bracelet that he had to wear.

He almost wished that he could just trade in his house arrest and serve a few months in jail but they hadn't offered. Now he was stuck like a fucking stick in the mud, bored out of his mind. He was reduced to looking at cartoon monster porn on the internet just to kill some time. He shook his head.

Daryl came in, glancing up at him as he kicked the door shut and then instantly went to work on getting his boots off.

"Tough day?" Merle asked, flopping down gracelessly onto the overstuffed chair.

Daryl nodded. "Goddamn flu has everybody down. Didn't have a laborer today so I had to do both jobs."

Merle whistled low. "Sounds rough."

Daryl kicked his work boots into the corner and then stripped off his shirt. "It was. I need a goddamn shower and some food. Order a pizza or somethin'," he called over his shoulder.

Merle grumbled, pulling himself up out of the chair and went for the phone to call in their order. He was sick of goddamn pizza. He was also sick of this goddamn house. He pocketed the money Daryl had sat on the table and then stepped out onto the porch.

Dale Hargrove lived across the street and he was outside mowing his lawn. He was wearing that stupid hat of his and a pair of Khaki shorts that ended above his knobby old knees and his white socks were pulled all the way up. The man looked over and threw up his hand. Merle flipped him the bird, scowling fiercely.

There wasn't many people in the neighborhood that wasn't on the goddamn rest home reserve. His grandma, Lord rest her soul, left him and Daryl her house when she passed on about ten years ago and the two of them decided to live in it instead of try to sell it. Well, his brother decided that anyway. Merle had wanted to sell it and then party with the profit till they were either broke or dead. But for once, Daryl had gotten his way and Merle guessed that things could have been worse.

It was a pretty nice set up. Norman, their grandad, had built the place himself way back in the day. They didn't have too many neighbors and they didn't have rent or a mortgage to pay. The house was old but it was decent, well built and there was room enough so him and Daryl weren't always stuck walking over one another.

He sat around on his ass, getting what little fresh air he was allowed and watched as the pizza guy pulled up and then grinned when he saw who it was. The boy looked up and then seemed to sigh as he headed down the sidewalk. "How's life treatin' you China Boy?" Merle asked.

Glenn Rhee, who Merle had known for a while now since him and Daryl ate so goddamn much pizza, rolled his eyes. "I'm Korean, Merle. I've told you that a thousand times."

"Well excuse the fuck right outta me, Hop Sing." He took the pizza and handed the kid his money. The boy took off without a word, leaving Merle gazing longingly at the street. Goddamn he wanted to leave the house.


	2. Chapter 2

**Hello! I forgot to mention that this is finished so I can post daily. Be safe and thanks for reading! **

**Chapter Two **

Carol unlocked the door to her apartment above the bakery. She had bought the place eight years ago and had shocked everyone when it had actually became a small success. The money she made paid the bills with enough left over to splurge on nonsense when she felt the urge. She wasn't a rich business owner by any means, but she was content.

Well, she was content financially anyway. If she were being completely honest with herself she would have to admit that Andrea really was on to something. She was a little lonely at times. She had friends and a decent social life but when she came home it was to an empty apartment. She could have flogged Andrea for reminding her that it had been a very long time since she had been in the company of a man she was interested in.

Her marriage hadn't been exactly horrible but it hadn't been a very happy one either. She hadn't really loved her husband. Not in the way a woman should. He was distant and sometimes harsh with his words and she had wondered, after the first year, if he wasn't trying to hide a flare for violence. She hadn't ever found out because he was killed in a car accident.

She didn't cry when she had gotten the news. She'd simply taken care of what needed taken care of and she had moved on.

She sighed heavily and sat down grabbing the remote and turning the television on so she could catch up on the news and then go to bed. She wasn't sleepy. She didn't have to get up to open the bakery in the morning because the kitchen was being renovated. There was nothing to do, though, so she may as well try to get a good nights sleep.

She finished watching the news and then sat there for a few more minutes. God, she really was bored to death. With a weary sigh, she stood up, turning everything off as she headed to her bedroom. She was almost there when she paused in the hallway as she passed the second bedroom that she used as an office.

"Oh what the hell would it hurt?" She mumbled to herself, flipping on the light and heading straight to her desk. If nothing else, it was a way to kill time. She wasn't tired and she was sick of watching movies and it would be interesting to look through some other people's profiles.

She glanced around guiltily as she opened the laptop sitting in the middle of her desk. Remembering her log in info wasn't hard since Andrea had forced it on her and she knew that the infuriating woman hadn't deleted the account because Andrea wasn't one to be deterred when she had an idea. Carol's face flamed when her own profile popped up. Her inbox informed her that there were now double the messages than she had seen when Andrea had proudly presented her with this mess.

She drummed her nails on the desk and finally decided that this wasn't the most horrible idea that Andrea had ever had and it wouldn't hurt to see if anything came of it. She quickly dove in, changing her log in info so Andrea wouldn't have access to her account and then she deleted her personal info. Her fingers hovered over the keys as she thought of what she should say about herself.

"Let's see. Hi, I'm Carol and I am insanely boring, haven't had sex with a man in a decade, introverted, paranoid and I dress like a bohemian woman," she said out loud and then she laughed at herself, not even caring that she was laughing at herself.

Instead of typing that little tidbit she wrinkled her nose and began.

_Forty Three year old business owner, looking to meet new people and hopefully share some laughs with someone likeminded. Interested in... _

Her fingers hovered over the keys, her brows coming down in a frown. "What the hell am I interested in?"

She cleared her throat and shrugged.

…_ Old movies, long talks and good music. _

She studied the words with a critical eye and then shook her head, laughing at herself again. She deleted all of the messages without reading them, knowing that they only responded to her because of the things Andrea had posted to her page. Instead of sifting through the messages she figured out how to look at other users profiles.

It was actually pretty entertaining. Some people were completely disgusting and others sounded so desperate that it was almost sad. She kept scrolling, clicking on images of men that she thought looked attractive, reading over their profiles. A few of them actually stood out to her and she debated on whether to take the plunge and try to talk to them.

"Rick Grimes," she muttered, looking at a picture of an attractive man in a police uniform. She read over his profile quickly. He was four years younger than herself, divorced, one son who was ten years old. He was a police officer, which she could already tell because of his picture. He seemed... sweet.

"Okay, Rick Grimes. Let's see if I message you a quick hello you will be able to refrain from asking me for a picture of my tits in your response," she muttered as she did exactly that. After sending her message she went back to scrolling. She laughed out loud a few times at a few of the pictures she scrolled past.

She stopped scrolling and squinted at the screen at another picture that caught her interest. The name had her smiling because it sounded made up but, what the hell? It was time for her to live a little. In the photo he was wearing camo and looking down the scope of a rifle. He was ruggedly handsome in a dangerous sort of way, unlike Rick who looked rather wholesome in his photo.

"Okay, Merle Savage. Let's see if you're some sort of perverted freak," she muttered, clicking on the picture. She read over his profile and then hummed. He was single, never been married, no children, five years older than herself and according to this, he was a bit of a homebody. He didn't look like any kind of homebody she had ever seen but then again, who was she to judge? She sent a message, just like the one she sent to Rick, with just a quick hello.

She went back to scrolling, not really expecting a response this late.

~H~

Daryl woke up feeling like someone had ran him over with his own truck. His head ached, his muscles felt stiff and sore, his throat hurt and he was shivering. He wanted to go back to sleep but all he did was toss and turn. He felt miserable.

"Sons of bitches passed that shit right on to me," he grumbled to himself as he padded to the closet. He yanked a pair of sweat pants out and then grabbed a thermal shirt. He knew the house wasn't cold. He felt cold because he had the chills because he was likely running a fucking fever. He knew they had an array of medicine stashed in the cabinet above the fridge so he made his way downstairs, not needing to turn on any lights because he knew the house like the back of his hand.

Sure enough he found what he needed, washing the pills down with a glass of orange juice. Hopefully the vitamin C would help him get over this bullshit sooner. Still feeling like shit, but hopeful that the medicine would at least help him get back to sleep he made his way to the couch, not feeling like climbing back up the stairs.

He was just passing the old desk that the computer sat on, a computer Merle insisted on getting because his dumb ass was stuck in the house for the time being, when he heard a ding coming from the machine.

He was about to ignore it but then shrugged and tapped the mouse. The screen came to life and to his surprise he was looking at a picture of his brother that one of his friends had snapped on a hunting trip last summer. He frowned and pulled out the chair, sitting down heavily and then reading the info under the picture.

If he hadn't been feeling so bad he would have surely been laughing so hard that Merle would have woke up and came down to see what the hell was going on. Instead all he could do was snort and shake his aching head slowly. Merle Dixon, bad ass criminal, was a member of the same bullshit site as Rick Grimes. How goddamn sad. He'd even used a fake last name.

He leaned back, glancing towards the stairs but all was dark and quiet. He knew Merle was bored out of his mind and in dire need of social interaction but this was fucking insane. The man actually described himself as a home body. Daryl figured that was better than putting down that he was on house arrest for getting caught with narcotics and now had to be subjected to random drug tests. What a dumb ass. Oh Daryl was gonna have a lot of fun with this.

He looked up and noticed that there was a little blinking bubble with the number 1 in it next to the messages. That's probably what had caused the dinging sound. He glanced towards the stairs again and then fought the mouse so it would point at the message. The thing felt strange and unruly in his hand. He'd never really bothered using the computer except for looking up hunting gear to buy and videos about masonry he'd found.

A box popped up in the middle of the screen and he quickly read the message.

_Hi, Merle. _

That was all it said. It was from someone named Carol and he squinted at the tiny picture inside the box, trying to get a look at the woman but he couldn't really see. He clicked on the picture on a whim and suddenly the picture enlarged and he was staring at a blue eyed woman with a stylish pixie haircut looking off at something other than the camera. He stared, taking in her features, soft looking lips, wide eyes that were reflecting the light, delicate jaw, the long elegant column of her neck... "Who the fuck is this?" He muttered, not knowing why his interest was so piqued but unable to look away from the photo.

He ran a hand through his sweat dampened hair and clicked on the message box again. There was a green bubble letting him know that she was online. He was half tempted to respond but then Merle would know and he didn't have the slightest clue what the fuck he would say to her anyway. But goddamn if he didn't feel some weird pull to talk to this woman.

He reached up, turning on the lamp on the desk and then glancing down at the keys. He couldn't do this. Not only would this woman think that she was talking to someone named Merle, but then Merle would know that he was looking at his messages and then he'd have to listen to the man bitch for another four months.

He looked back up at the picture and then frowned. The green dot that indicated she was online was now gray. She was gone.

"Well fuck," he muttered, not understanding in the least why the hell he was bothered. He clicked on her name and it brought him to a page much like Merle's. He read over the information quickly. He clicked on the picture, thinking it would enlarge it but it took him to a whole album.

"Damn," he mumbled as his eyes scanned the photos. There were a lot, which caught him off guard for some reason. His eyes took in the photos slowly, taking his time. She didn't seem like the type that would be interested in his brother at all. She looked too... clean. She owned her own business. Daryl knew his brother, and this wasn't his brother's cup of tea at all.

But goddamn if it didn't seem like maybe she was Daryl's cup of tea. He couldn't remember ever being this goddamn interested in a woman in his life.

He finally brought up Merle's page again and then put the computer to sleep. He felt drained just from that little bit of activity. He collapsed on the couch, tugging at the quilt that hung over the back of it until he was wrapped up. Hopefully he would feel a little better in the morning.


	3. Chapter 3

**There should be an excessive cussing warning for this chapter. Hope you're enjoying your weekend. Thanks for reading! **

**Chapter Three **

Carol woke up with the sun pouring into her room. Rolling over, knowing that this was going to be another boring day, she tried to go back to sleep. Of course it didn't work at all. She got up and wondered to the kitchen, hitting start on the coffee pot as she poured herself a bowl of Golden Grahams. It was her morning ritual. She was a cereal connoisseur of sorts. Not that she admitted that to anyone.

She was just about to pour a cup of coffee when she remembered that she had messaged two men last night and they very well could have messaged her back by now. The prospect had her rushing, taking her cup and her cereal to her office. She must have been a lot more lonely than she thought. She felt ridiculous actually but she couldn't help it.

She logged in and stared at the message icon that showed that she had received fifty three messages last night. She gaped. No way would that many men be interested since she changed her information. She was... well, she was boring!

She didn't read the messages, not yet, she simply sifted through the names until she saw one from one of the two men she had said hello to the night before. She stumbled upon Rick's first, clicking on it quickly.

_Hello, Carol._

She laughed. The poor man seemed to be just as suave as she was. She sipped her coffee and thought of something to type. She scrunched up her face, thinking hard, her fingers poised over the keys. With a shrug she started typing, deciding to be as honest as she could.

_Good morning. I'm going to warn you now that I have no idea what I'm even doing here. _Her face flamed as she sent the message. She was surprised when she got another one so soon.

_That makes two of us then. A friend suggested trying this out. So far I've talked to a few nice people but have received more nude photos than polite replies. It's a strange world._

She laughed and started her next message. This was actually kind of exciting. Not that she thought that she would find an actual date on here but just chatting and getting to know someone new was much better than sitting around doing nothing. She took a bite of her cereal and then waited for his reply.

Fifteen minutes and several messages later he regretfully told her that he had to head off to work but asked if it was okay to message her again later. She responded that it was and then he was offline. She scrolled down until she saw a message from Merle Savage and she clicked on it. Her brows shot up.

~H~

Merle raised his brows as he studied the woman in the photo. She was good lookin' enough but she seemed a little... stiff. The whole reason he created this thing was so he could have better access to easy women. It worked too. He'd seen more tits in the last week than he had in person in the last year. Some of these chicks were wild as fuck. But this one didn't fit the bill. He should have checked her out before he sent a message telling her how hot he thought she was. Son of a bitch...

Then again, Merle Dixon never backed down from a challenge. If he could put it to some classy broad like this then that was a hell of a notch on his bedpost. Hell, he'd count her as a double score.

He rubbed a hand across his short cropped hair, thinking about what to say. He couldn't throw out any kind of game that he usually did. He'd have to use his head if he wanted to get anywhere with this lady but he'd already sent a message and now would have to do damage control.

He heard a low groan coming from the other side of the couch and hurriedly minimized the window. He didn't need his brother knowing that he'd sunk so low as to using the damn internet to hunt down willing women. It wasn't his damn fault that he was trapped in the goddamn house with not a fucking thing else to do. But he knew for a fact if he ever caught his brother doing some lame ass shit like this he'd hound him to the grave.

"You got the flu?" Merle asked, standing up and stretching.

"Fuckin Christ. Yeah, I do. Shoot me now and end this goddamn misery," Daryl groaned into the back of the couch.

Merle leaned down over the back of the couch, doing his big brother duty for a change and placing the back of his hand to Daryl's forehead. "Goddamn, boy. You got the creepin' crud for sure." Daryl was one tough mother fucker. He really was, and Merle secretly admired the hell out of him, but when the man was sick he turned into a goddamn eight year old.

"It's fuckin' bullshit," Daryl complained, rolling over and eying Merle.

Merle chuckled. "Well, I'll grab you somethin' for the fever. You ain't gonna puke or nothin' are you?"

Daryl shook his head. "No but bring me some juice too. I'm thirsty as fuck."

Merle pushed away from the couch and headed towards the kitchen, a slow smile on his face. Now he knew what he could say to the classy lady that had sent him the message last night.

~H~

Carol frowned. Reading over the message Merle had sent.

_What in the hell is a hot woman like yourself doin' on the internet? You gotta have men knockin' your door down, darlin'._

Carol sighed and was ready to just delete the message without saying a word but then she saw that he was typing again. She tilted her head to the side, waiting to see what he would end up saying now. It was obvious that this man was not her type.

_Sorry about that, ma'am. I'm lookin' after my disabled little brother and he must have gotten on here while I was makin' his breakfast._

"Aww, that poor man," Carol muttered, her frown deepening. He must have been something else to take on the burden of a disabled brother. She hurriedly typed out a message.

_That's okay. I admire the fact that you care so much for family. I'm an only child myself._

~H~

Merle chuckled darkly. "Hook, line and sinker," he muttered.

"What?" Daryl asked from the couch.

"Nothin' little, brother. Go to sleep so your ass can get over it quicker."

_Well, since it's just me and him I do what I can for him. He gets a little out of control sometimes but knowing he's getting the care he needs makes it all worth it. _

"Merle!" Daryl called.

Merle glared at the back of the couch. "What, goddamn it!"

"Go get me my blanket off my bed, would ya? I'm freezin' to goddamn death over here."

Merle scowled. "Get it yourself you little fucker, or give me a minute anyway. I'm busy over here." He looked down at her reply and the scowl turned into a grin. She wanted to engage in some small talk about how he took care of his brother. This woman was hooked already. He could do small talk.

"Merle," Daryl groaned, turning his name into a multi syllable word.

"Would you shut up for a minute!" He started typing.

_He's forty two years old but he has the mental capacity of a five year old. It gets hard at times but I don't care..._

"Merle, just go get the goddamn blanket!"

"Shut your fat face for five fuckin' minutes and I will! God, you whiny son of a bitch!" He read her message quickly.

_Merle Savage, it takes an incredibly honorable man to do what you do._

"Indeed it does, Sugar Tits," he grinned.

"Fine you self centered cock sucker. I'll get it myself and if I pass out on the stairs and fall down them and break my neck and die I hope you feel damn bad about it," Daryl grumbled as he pulled himself up from the couch. "I'll haunt you till I drive you crazy. I'll shove a pineapple up your hairy ass while you sleep," he growled. "Then you'll wish you weren't a lazy dickhead."

Merle waved him away, "Go up there and rub one out. Make you heal faster."

_"_I seriously hate you right now," Daryl groaned as he started up the stairs.

~H~

Daryl collapsed onto his own bed and slept for a while. He didn't feel a whole lot better when he woke up but he was at least feeling a little more human. Merle was being a dick, forcing him to take care of his damn self. Any time Merle was sick he acted like the biggest asshole baby on the planet and Daryl had to take care of him himself. It was bullshit.

He sat up, swiping his hand across his face and glanced towards the window. He did a double take when he noticed the angle of the sun streaming in. He must have slept for a long time. He didn't feel rested but he felt a little less sore. He stood up and headed towards the stairs.

Merle was in the kitchen, whistling like an idiot while he fought with the bacon he was frying on the stove.

"Why the hell you whistlin'?" Daryl muttered, pulling out a chair and sitting down heavily.

Merle shrugged. "Oh you know, none of your business."

Daryl snorted and looked down at the dry toast Merle sat in front of him. "Ain't hungry."

"Don't give a fuck. You gotta eat. Here," he scooted a glass of ice water in front of him and a few pills.

He pushed the plate away but grabbed the medicine and drank down half of the water. "I ain't eatin'."

Merle pushed the plate back towards him and glared. "You can fuckin' eat it like a man or have it shoved down your stubborn throat like a bitch. I'll give you thirty seconds to decide how you want it."

Daryl glared right back but picked up the toast and took an oversized bite. "So why the hell are you in such a good mood, anyway?" He asked around the bite in his mouth.

Merle heaped what looked like a pound of bacon onto some bread and squashed it down with the heel of his hand before looking up. "Can't a man be happy for once? God, you aggravate the hell outta me when you get like this. You get sick and you get whiny and you get nosy as all hell. Eat your goddamn toast and go back to bed."

Daryl huffed and finished the food in silence.

"Thinkin' this place needs straightened up a bit," Merle said absently, his own mouth full.

Daryl raised a brow. "What the hell are you talkin' about? It ain't dirty."

Merle glanced around and Daryl followed his gaze. No, it wasn't exactly dirty but a good scrub down wouldn't hurt anything.

"Long as you don't expect me to do it. Till that bracelet comes off and I'm the one workin' all the time, your job is to keep this place up, not mine. Why the hell you want to clean it up anyway?"

Merle eyed him. "Cause maybe I want to invite some people over and I don't want it to look like shit when I do."

Daryl frowned and finished off the water, feeling better than he had when he'd woken up. Merle had had people over plenty of times but he'd never mentioned cleaning up the fucking house first. That was just weird. Well, it was for Merle anyway. "Your friends live in dumps. Why the hell would you clean up for them?"

Merle shrugged again but refused to answer. Daryl's head came up then, remembering the woman that had sent Merle a message on that stupid ass website the night before.

Carol. Her name had been Carol. Surely Merle wasn't actually thinking about trying something with a woman like that. Hell, Daryl could tell just by looking at her that she was too smart to fall for any dumb shit like what Merle could spout at her. And if she did fall for it then he had misjudged the hell out of her. Then again, when he wanted to, Merle could be damn convincing.

"Shit," he mumbled under his breath.


	4. Chapter 4

**Chapter Four**

Carol hurriedly pulled the door open. She rarely locked it and Andrea rarely knocked but she had been a little out of sorts today and she wasn't thinking on her toes.

"You ready?" Andrea asked.

"Yeah, I have to stop by the drug store and pick up a few things and then we can go. Where are we going anyway?"

Andrea shrugged. "Your turn to choose."

"Mexican," Carol said quickly, checking her reflection in the mirror one more time before they headed out the door.

"So," Andrea began as she pulled out of the parking lot. "I got online earlier to check your inventory of suitors and low and behold, I couldn't get into your account. So I just logged into my own and found your profile. You locked me out so you could make yourself look... boring?"

Carol laughed. "Stop calling me boring." She had called herself that the night before but that was different. "I was going for honest."

"Well, you come off as honest all right," Andrea grumbled. "Honestly boring."

"Why am I even friends with you?" Carol asked with a sigh.

"Because I love you despite how boring you are."

They both laughed and then fell into a comfortable silence. She had been friends with Andrea for most of her life and the woman had always had a wild streak. That hadn't stopped her from graduating with honors, going to law school, and turning into a successful career woman, however, so Carol couldn't say a whole lot.

They pulled up at the drug store, parking next to a huge pick up truck. "I'll be right back," Carol said quickly, getting out and hurrying into the store. She had heard that the flu was going around and she wanted nothing to do with it. She was going to load up on vitamins. She couldn't afford to get sick when renovations on the bakery were due to be finished in less than a week.

~H~

Daryl scanned the shelves for something that might end this horrible fucking flu. He should have been at home in bed but his idiot brother couldn't leave the damn house and he wasn't about to call anyone else to do the errand for him. So he'd showered, dressed and dragged his sorry sick ass out so he could find something to end the misery that was this flu.

There was a whole lot of stuff that promised to get the job done but he wasn't sure which one looked the most promising. He finally knelt down, balancing on the balls of his feet as he reached for a bottle of Thera-Flu. The shit was expensive enough so hopefully it would work. He snatched the bottle up and was in the process of collecting enough strength to push himself up when he was suddenly knocked right onto his ass.

Someone had came speeding around the corner and tripped right over him. The woman shrieked until the fall cut off the sound abruptly. Daryl was lying there on his back, blinking up at the ceiling when the woman finally landed. He turned his head just in time to see her sitting up, but his eyes focused on something other than her face. When she had landed she landed in almost the same position he was in, but her legs were facing him. Her skirt was bunched up around her hips and he got a full on view of the crotch of red lacy panties.

She sat up quickly, shoving the skirt down and pushing herself up off the floor. Before he could pull himself up she was knelt down beside him, wide blue eyes taking in his face. "Oh my God, I am so sorry! Are you okay? Are you hurt?"

He blinked, unable to believe his luck. It was her. This was the same woman he had been ogling on that dating site the night before. "I'm fine I think," he muttered and let her help him to a sitting position, simply because he didn't feel like he had the energy to do it on his own. The fall had taken a lot out of him, and he hadn't had much to begin with.

She continued to help until he was standing directly in front of her. She looked more worried than she had any right to, considering he was a total stranger. He didn't even have time to flinch when her hand shot out, pressing against his forehead. "Oh, mister, you're burning up," she said frantically.

She glanced down and picked up the bottle of medicine that had flown out of his hand when she's slammed into him.

"This is so embarrassing, I mean it, I apologize for running into you like that. Like you don't already feel bad enough. You're obviously sick. Here," she said, shoving the bottle into his hand while he stood there staring at her.

"I'm sure I'll live," he said, his voice gruff.

"Do you need help with anything? I mean, finding anything? I've dealt with this before and it isn't easy trying to wonder around a store when you feel so horrible," she rambled. "Here, stay right here and I'll be right back."

He opened his mouth to tell her he was fine and could do his own damn shopping, thank you very much, but she was hurrying away. He was sick but not so sick that his eyes didn't focus on the way her ass swung in that flowy skirt she was wearing. Was this woman really going to talk to his goddamn loser brother? Surely not.

He sighed, ran a hand through his hair and turned towards the check out counter. He wouldn't have minded listening to her and standing there like she told him to do but all he wanted to do was get the hell out of here and go to damn bed. Just the thought of the drive home was taxing enough. With the bottle clutched in his clammy hand he moved off to stand in line. There was a crowd in here tonight but that didn't surprise him since half the damn town was sick.

He glanced over his shoulder and saw her walking towards him, her face still a mask of concern. Too goddamn bad he couldn't bring her ass back home with him. He'd surely get taken care of then. She seemed a lot more concerned at his sorry state than his brother was.

She smiled uncertainly and held up the basket of goods once she made it to him. "This should do the trick."

He shook his head. "Lady, I brought just enough money to buy this and be on my way. Thanks anyway," he grumbled turning because if he was facing her he was going to stare at her and he didn't want to do that.

"Don't be ridiculous. This is my treat. It's the least I can do for running over you when you feel bad already."

If he was more like his brother he would have told her that the free crotch shot in those sexy fucking underwear made it worth the trip itself but he wasn't Merle and even thinking it made him feel like an asshole. She was nice and caring and all he could think about was getting better within the next five minutes and then chewing those panties right off her ass. "What the fuck?" He hissed under his breath, unable to believe that he'd think something like that. Maybe he was sicker than he thought. Maybe he had swine flu, cause he was sure acting like a goddamn pig.

"Please?"

He glanced over his shoulder and caught her shifting from one foot to the other. Her teeth sank into her bottom lip and she was gazing at him from under the fan of her lashes. He sighed. "Fuck it. If what you got is gonna shorten this damn flu then by all means," he gestured to the spot in front of him and was rewarded with a brilliant smile that left him dumbstruck. None of the pictures he'd seen of her did her a goddamn bit of justice.

"Thank you, it really will make me feel better. When you get home just have your wife brew you up some of this tea and have her add-"

"I ain't married," he said, his brows pulling down in a frown.

"Oh! Well, okay. I guess you can do it on your own then. Just make yourself some of this tea and add this," she held up a large jar of organic honey. "And then stir one of these around in it for a few minutes," she held up a container of cinnamon sticks. "Then take one of these vitamins and one of these supplements and then drink some Gatorade to keep your electrolytes up. And, of course, you can take the medicine too. You keep that up and this should pass in a few days instead of a week, which is how long this stupid flu is lasting."

He stared at her until she turned around to face the person in front of them, obviously embarrassed that she'd just rambled. "You some sort of nurse or somethin'?" He asked.

She glanced over her shoulder and smiled. "Not at all. I own a bakery in the historic district."

"Cakes by Carol?" He asked, raising a brow.

She grinned. "You've been there?"

He shook his head and realized that that caused it to ache and winced. "Nah, I live just a few blocks from there though. Thought about stopping in a time or two but never got around to it."

"We're neighbors then! I live in the apartment above the store. I'll tell you what, get yourself better and come by next week. I'll serve up whatever you'd like, on the house."

He idly wondered if another view of her crotch was on the menu and then he grimaced. He was forty two fucking years old for God's sake! What the hell had gotten into him? "Sounds good," he said instead. He couldn't believe that she lived right around the block from his own house. What were the odds of all these fucked up coincidences?

Another one of those smiles and then she turned back, facing front. He leaned against the counter and stared at her ass as the line slowly moved forward. He wanted to keep her talking but he felt so fucking tired that he couldn't really think of anything to say. Instead he waited until she was all checked out, waiting for him to pay for his stupid medicine.

She fell in step beside him as they headed out the door. The sun was already down now and he realized that had taken a lot longer than he expected. "Well, here you go," she said, stopping next to a car that was parked right by his truck. She held out the bag.

"You really didn't have to buy all this," he muttered, taking the bag from her. His fingers brushed over hers in the exchange and he felt a strange thrill shoot up his spine. Her eyes widened and he had a suspicion that maybe she felt it too.

"I wanted to. Least I could do. You'll be better before you know it."

He nodded but didn't make a move to get into his truck and she didn't make a move to get in the car. Instead they both just stood there like a couple of fucking idiots, waiting on the other to either move away or say something.

"I hope you get a chance to stop by the bakery," she said suddenly.

He nodded. "Soon as I can stomach the thought of biting into some sweet stuff I'll be around."

Her face turned crimson at his words and he cursed inwardly when he replayed them in his head. Why the hell was she blushing? He was the one that sounded like a goddamn creep.

"Well, I'll see around," she said, turning.

"See ya, Carol," he muttered, ready to turn himself. He stopped when he saw her stiffen, glancing over her shoulder with a frown.

"How did you know my name?"

Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck... "You must have mentioned it inside."

She tilted her head. "I don't think so," she said.

He shrugged. "How else would I have known your name?"

She smiled, her brow smoothing out. "I guess you're right. Oh! It was probably the name of the bakery. Cakes by Carol wouldn't really make sense unless my name was Carol. What's yours anyway?"

"Daryl Dixon," he said, hoping that the woman never found out that he was related to Merle. For the first time he was damn glad that Merle used a different last name on that dating site. If she knew Merle was Daryl's brother she probably wouldn't want to talk to him again.

She laughed, the sound causing the corner of his mouth to turn up. "Daryl and Carol. That's cute."

His brows shot up at that and then her face flushed again.

"Oh my God," she grumbled out loud. "I better go."

He nodded slowly, watching as she got in the passenger seat and shut the door. Pulling himself into his truck he waited until the car pulled out of site before he even started the truck. One thing he knew for sure, there was no way Merle would want anything to do with a woman like Carol. She was so far from that man's type that she may as well have been a different species than Merle's regular women. And that was a good thing because for the first time in his life, Daryl seriously wanted to pursue a woman.

"Cute my ass," he muttered, smiling to himself and pulling out of the parking lot.


	5. Chapter 5

**Sorry for the short chapter. Hope you get a few laughs out of it anyway. Thanks for reading! **

**Chapter Five **

Carol felt a strange nervous energy that she simply couldn't shake once they sat down for dinner. Andrea hadn't said anything about the man that Carol had been talking to and she was glad but she knew that her friend wasn't going to be able to hold on much longer. On cue Andrea slammed her menu down and stared at her with a slow smile.

"Who the hell was that man?" She asked.

Carol shrugged, sitting her own menu on top of Andrea's and taking a sip of her water. "He was just someone I ran into at the drug store. A stranger, really."

Andrea rolled her eyes and leaned closer, crossing her arms on the table. "Cut the crap, Carol Ann. Is he an ex that I know nothing about? Someone you met at the bakery that you just conveniently failed to mention? Come on!"

Carol laughed and shook her head. "I've never met the man before tonight in my life. I actually tripped over him in an isle at the store. I've never seen him before."

Andrea rolled her eyes. "That's a lie. You've had sex with that man before."

Carol's mouth dropped open. "I have not!"

Andrea toyed with the umbrella sticking out of her drink. "The tension was so thick around you two that even I started getting horny. That doesn't happen to people unless they've at least seen each other naked. He can't be a stranger."

"Well, he_ is _a stranger." Of course, she sure as hell wouldn't mind seeing him naked...

Carol looked up, thankful their appetizers had finally arrived. She thought about that weird jolt that went through her when his fingers has slid over hers when she'd handed him the get well bag and she felt her face flushing. She shifted uncomfortably in her seat. She was being ridiculous. Their fingers had touched. It wasn't like they had made out or anything. Her body must have been seriously starved for some male attention because that level of heat shouldn't have happened just by that small contact.

"You're blushing," Andrea said as she dabbed at the corner of her mouth with a napkin.

"I'm not blushing. You're ridiculous," Carol grumbled, blushing even harder.

~H~

What the fuck are you doin'?" Merle asked, lumbering into the kitchen. "And what the hell took you so damn long?"

Daryl shrugged. "I'm makin' some... tea."

"Sweet tea? Hell yeah," Merle said, reaching into the cabinet and grabbing a large glass.

Daryl turned, coffee cup in hand, steeping the bag of tea that Carol had purchased. "No not sweet tea." He reached for the box, "It's... well... it's herbal tea." He looked up. "With lemon," he muttered.

Merle stared at him, his face screwed up in confusion. "You turnin' into some kinda butt pirate on me? Herbal tea? You serious?" He chuckled.

"Fuck _off_," Daryl grumbled, his face flaming because he hadn't paid any attention to what the hell kind of tea it was. He was willing to drink Yak piss if it made him better, though but he wished like hell he had waited for Merle to go to bed before making any. "It's good shit if you got the flu."

Merle reached around him, snatching a jar off the counter and holding it up. "Organic Raw Honey?" He scowled. "Little brother, what the fuck happened to you at the drug store? You buy yourself any of them fuzzy pink slippers to go with your herbal tea with lemon? Some aloe infused toe socks? A bra for your newly budding boobies?"

"Shut up, I done told you that it was good for you if you had the flu." He snatched the jar out of Merle's hand and followed Carol's instructions. Merle watched as he took a tentative sip of the mixture. He was surprised that it didn't taste half bad. Then he remembered the cinnamon and grabbed the stick he'd gotten ready before heating the water up. He started stirring it around in the cup, keeping is eyes down.

"What the hell is that?" Merle asked.

Daryl sighed, ignoring him.

"All natural cinnamon sticks?" Merle started braying like a jackass.

Daryl shouldered past him and walked back towards the living room. It wasn't like he could even blame Merle for giving him shit because he'd do the same if he found Merle drinking this frilly shit. It didn't matter though because the woman had paid for all of this out of her own damn pocket and he wasn't going to just toss it all out because he didn't want to listen to his big brother make fun of him. So he drank the tea and kept his eyes on the television.

"I'm callin' it a night, little brother," Merle said as he headed for the stairs.

Daryl nodded.

"Hey, you think you can do me favor?" Merle asked, pausing at the foot of the stairs.

Daryl looked up, saw the serious look on Merle's face and then shrugged. "Sure."

"I've been havin' a dreadful time fallin' asleep at night. Could you pick me up some Lavender oil mist so I can squirt some on my pillow shams to help me out with that?"

Daryl glared.

"Oh," Merle added, his features still schooled. "I also wouldn't mind some fresh crushed rose petals for my next soak in the tub. I hear it's good for the vagina."

"Goddamn it!" Daryl growled and threw a phone book at Merle's head.

Merle dodged it and headed up, laughing and shaking his head. "Goddamn cinnamon sticks for his herbal tea. What a little girl."

"Goddamn asshole," Daryl muttered, finishing off the tea. He sat there for another few minutes and then went back to the kitchen to take the vitamins and finally, take a dose of the medicine that was the whole damn reason for his trip out in the first place.

Strangely enough, he wasn't very sleepy, despite being sick. When he passed the computer he hesitated and then couldn't resist. He needed to see what the hell Merle said to Carol. He was hoping to see her put him in his place, call him a pig, tell him to go to hell with his perverted self. He smiled. He couldn't claim to really know the woman, but he could tell that she wasn't the type to fall for Merle's tactics at all.

This was better than TV. He found the website, sighed in relief that Merle hadn't logged out, and then clicked on the messages, scrolling until he found the ones from Carol. He read the first one and shook his head. Merle was such a...

His eyes went wide as he continued to read.

"You sorry sack of goddamn shit!" He hissed, his face flaming as he took in their conversation.

She thought he was mentally handicapped. And she thought that his big hero brother took the burden of caring for him on his shoulders. She was falling for it too, he could tell. He knew what Merle was doing. This was a game and she was a conquest. Merle was going to get her here eventually and then he was gonna screw her.

The anger was unexpected but intense. She was a nice person for fucks sake! Hell, she didn't know him at all and she'd instantly been concerned that he was sick and had even paid for the crap that she claimed would make him better. She deserved a lot better than some ass hat playing games with her. And that's all she was to his loser brother. A game.

And he couldn't even say anything because if he did then Merle would know that he'd been nosy enough to actually snoop through his stupid dating page.

If he knew her better then he'd just tell her himself but he didn't know her and it wasn't really any of his business what the hell Merle did with her. But for some weird fucked up reason it felt like his business.

He looked up at the clock and cursed when he saw that it was already eleven thirty. The tea and the medicine and everything else that he'd ingested had him feeling at least half way better. Better enough to make another trip.

He went to stand up but then stopped with his hands braced on the arm of the chair. "Wait a minute. This is crazy, right?" He asked the empty room. But he knew it didn't matter. Crazy or not he squared his shoulders, reaching for his wallet. He counted the bills and then nodded. With Merle on good behavior they had a little money put back. Or he did anyway.

He grabbed his keys and headed out the door, shaking his head at himself because this was insane. This was really fucking stupid. But he didn't turn around. He got in his truck and pulled out, heading to the Super Center on the other side of town that he knew was open twenty four hours. He didn't glance over when he passed the bakery. Maybe he'd somehow lost his mind between last night and now but he wasn't a fucking stalker.

Was he?

No, of course not. Not in the literal sense. He was just doing what he could do to look out for a silly gullible woman that had fallen into some kind of sick trap that his brother had laid out. Merle hadn't gone after her specifically. She was just the fly that got caught and he was going to do what he could to kick her out of that web. She wouldn't even know it was him.

~H~

Carol tossed her keys on the table and then took off for her office. She'd had a great conversation with Merle earlier and Rick was rather charming as well. She wasn't taking this very seriously at all. She wasn't really looking for a man, but it was fun. More fun than she had had in a long time.

She hoped that one of them were online because she wanted to talk to someone that could take her mind off of that poor sick man she had plowed over in the drug store. He had been pale and sweaty and disheveled but that hadn't mattered. She had felt an instant desperate attraction to him that had shocked and confused her, and apparently even Andrea had sensed it.

She sighed when neither of the men were there. It would have been a great way to forget about the flu riddled Daryl. The poor thing. Hopefully he followed her instructions and would feel better soon. And hopefully she would figure out a way to see him again. He said he lived close so surely she would run into him somewhere. And when she did she would be prepared and she wouldn't babble on and on like an idiot. He probably thought she was seriously lame. She'd had just been so stunned at the strangely intense attraction she had felt towards the man.

She logged off and headed for the shower. She would soak in a hot bath, drink a glass of wine, and she would relax her frayed nerves and then she would be able to kick this odd feeling that had plagued her since her trip to the store.

That would surely work.


End file.
